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Roger and David One-Shot 


It's a late night at the studio. Nick and Rick have both gone home, leaving David and Roger to fight over who 


gets to sing the lead vocals in one of their new songs. 

"| deserve to sing lead!" Roger screams, throwing papers across the room. "I wrote the fucking song!" 

"You wrote the lyrics!" David hisses back, kicking the wall. "I wrote the music, you egotistical bastard!" 

"Fuck your music!" Roger yells. "You call that music? | could pull a better composition out of my own asshole!" 


David narrows his eyes before quietly uttering, "No wonder your wife left you." 


Roger angrily slams David up against the wall, making his hand into a fist. "Ill fucking kill youl” He shrieks. 
"l. tm sorry!" David whimpers and shuts his eyes tightly, his lip quivering. 


Roger can't help but stare at David's lips. They're so plump and moist, almost begging to be kissed. Roger 
quickly pecks his lips against David's. 


David opens his eyes widely, completely shocked. "Roger!" He yelps. "What the fuck did you just do?" 


Roger looks down, blushing from embarrassment. "lm sorry, Dave," he whispers, a single tear rolling down his 


cheek. "| just couldn't help myself" 

David wipes away the tear with his thumb. "Don't be sorry," David says before tenderly kissing Roger's lips. 
They both begin to quickly undress, hands traveling all over each other's bodies. Once they're both nude, Roger 
throws David onto a table face-first. "You don't know how long I've wanted this," Roger whispers lowly in 
David's ear before inserting himself inside of him, pounding hard and fast. 

David groans louder with each jagged thrust. "M-more, Roger." he grunts, eyes beginning to water. 

Roger follows David's command, pounding even faster as sweat drips from his hair. After several minutes, 
Roger finally climaxes and pulls out, releasing all over David's back. David turns around and ejaculates onto 
Roger's stomach. 

They both fall to the ground, breathing rapidly. "So." Roger says, breathlessly, "Do | get to sing lead now?" 
"Fuck you!" 

"| wrote the lyrics!" 


"The lyrics are terrible!" 


"Shut the fuck up, David!" 


